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T O 



HER MAJESTY. 



MADAM, 
T AM too fenfiblc of the diftinguifhcd 

honour conferred upon me, in your Ma- 
jelly's gracious proteftion of thefe Poems, 
to abufe it by adopting the common flrain 
of dedication. 

That praife correfponds bcft to your Ma- 

jcfty's generoxis fedings, which is poured 

A 2 without 



DEDICATION. 

without reftraint from the heart, and is re-, 
peated where you cannot hear. 

I fupprefe therefore, in delicacy to thofe 
feelings, the warmth of my own 5 and fub- 
fcribe myfel^ 

MADAM, 

With profound refpcfl^ 

Ycur Majesty's 

Devoted Servant, 

HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS. 



E F A C E. 



fT^HE apprehenfion which it becomes 
■*' me to feel, in fubmitting thefe Poems 
to the judgment of the Public, may perhaps 
plead my excuie, for detaining the reader to 
relate, that they were written under the dif- 
advantages of a confined education, and at 
an age too young for the attainment of an 
accurate tafte. 



My firft produdlion, . the Legendary 

Tale of Edwin and Eltruda, was com- 

pofed. to amufe feme folitary hours, and 

without any view to publication. Being 

3 'Ihewn 



PREFACE. 

;0iewn to Dr* Kippis> he declared &at it 
defcrvedtobc committed to the prefs, and 
ofiered to take upon himielf the talk of in^* 
troducing it to the world. * I could not heft-, 
tate to puWilh a compofition which had re- 
ceived the £ir^ti(»i of his approbation. B7 
the favourable reception this little poem met 
with, I was encoumged flili farther to meet 
tfie puWic eye, in the '* Ode on the Peace," 
"and the pocrti which has the title of ** Peru/* 0^4 
Thcfe poems are inferred in the ptcCent col- 
leftion, but not exaftly in their original 
form. I have felt it my duty to exert my 
endeavours in fuch a revifipn and improve- 
ment of them, as may render them fomewhat 
more worthy of perufal. It will, I am afraid, 
flill be found, that there are feveral things 
8 in 



T R E f A C E. 

in them^'which woiild fhrink at the approach 
of fcvcrc criricifin. 

To the poems, which for the firft time 

appeared in print in this colldJtion, a &w 

which have been fince written are added 

in this fccond edition. The writer is fully 

ien(ible> that for the fuccefe of her later as 

well as earlier produfiionsj fhe muft rely 

on the- indulgence of the public, knowing 

'J 
how imalT are her pretenlions to its favour. 
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Thx moral 



TT^ A in Otaheite, fondly bldt 

By him, who long was dooin'4 to brave 
The fury of die polar wave» 
That fiercely mounta the frozen rock 
Where the harih fea*bird rears her neft. 
And learns the raging furge to mock*--* 

B z Therci 



4 THE MORAL 

There, Night, that loves eternal ftorm. 
Deep, and lengthen'd darknefs throws. 
And untried danger's doubtful form 
Its half-feen horror (hews ! i 

JJVhile Niature, with a look fo wild 
Leans oh the cliffs in ^baos pird ; 
That here, the aw'd, aftonifli'd mind 
Forgets, in diat o'erwhtliaing hour 
When her rude hands the ftorms unbind. 
In all the madnefs of lier power. 
That (he who fpreads the favage gloom, 
That^^ can drefs in mating grace. 
In fportive Summer's lavffli bloom, 
The awefuf terrors of her face ; 
And wear the fwect perennial fmile 
That charms in Otaheite's ifle, 

4 Yet, 



THE MORAL 

Yet, amid her fragrant bowers. 
Where Sprii^g, wbofe icwy fihgers ftrew 
O'er other lands forne fleeting Sowers, 
Lives, in bloflbms ever neyr ^ 
Whence aroie that ibrieic of pain? 
Whence the tear that flowg i^ tvaini^wv 
Death I thy imreiemiqg; hand 
Tears fome tranfient, human 45aiid««^ 
Xternity ! rich plant, that blows 
Beneath a brighter, happier (ky^ 
Time is a fading branch, that grows 
On thj pure ftem, and blooms to die. 



What art thou, Death ?— terrific fliadfl^. . 
In unpiercM gloom array'd !— 
Oft will daring fancy ftray 

B 3 Far 



6: T H E M O R A 1. 

Far In the central waftcs, where Night 

Divides no cheering hour with Day, 

And unnam'd horrors meet her fight. 

There thy form (he dimly fees, 

And round the fliape unfinifliM throws 

All her franticririfion fliews 

When numbing fears her fpirit freeze,-^ 

But can mortal voice declare 
If Fancy paints thee as thou art ? 
Thy afpeft may a terror wear 
Her pencil never Ihall impart ; 
The eye that once on thee (hall gaze 
No more its ftiffen'd orb can raife ; 
The lips that could thy power reveal 
Shall lafting filence inftant feal-* 
In vain the icy hand we fold. 



In 



tJlE MORAt/ H 

In vain the brcaft with-tcars we fteup. 
The heart that fiiarM each pang, is ioUi 
The vacant eye no more can wecin 

Yet from the Diore where Gauges rolls 
His wave beneath the torrjkilray,'* : 
Ta earth's chill verge, where o'er the poles 
Fall the laft beadis of lipg'ring day, 
Por ever (acred are the 'dead ! 
Sweet fancy comes ih forfow's aid, 
And bids the wioumer lightly tread 
Where th' infenfate day is laid> 
Bids partial gloom idbe fod inveft 
By the modd'ring relics preft : 
Then laviflx ftrews, with lad deligh% 

B f 'Whatever 
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Whatc'cr her coofeerating power - 
Reveres, of)isrh,or&miy^ «ow©jS 
And fondly weaves tfcc various rite. 

See ) o'fir OtaMte's pfam 
Moves the long, funereal train ; 
Slow the^Hid corfc ti»y b«ar. 
Oft the^ breathe the folemn pra]f!er: 
Where the ocean bathes the land 
Thrice, and thricp, wiA. pious hand, ; 
The prieft, when high the billow (prings. 
From the wave unfuUied, flings 
Waters pure, that fprin&jed jE&ear, 
SanSlfy the hallow'd bier: 
But never may one drop profane 
The .relics with forbidden S'ain! 



Now 



THE MORAL ^ 

Now around the fun'ralihriae 
Led in myftic mazes, twine 
Garlands, where the plantain wtaves 
With the palm's luxuriant leaves s 
And o'er each facred knot is fpread 
The plant devoted to the dead. 

Five pale moons with trembling light 
Shall gaze upon the lengthen'd rite i 
Shall fee diftra£led beauty tear 
The trefles of her flowing hair; 
Thofe fhining locks, no longer dear, 
She wildly fcatters o'er the bier ; 
And carelefs gives the frequent wound 
That bathes in precious blood the ground. 

•B 5 When 
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Wh€n along the weftern flcy 
Day's reflcikd colours die. 
And twilight rules the doubtful hour 
Ere flow'pac'd night ref^mes her power 
Mark the cloud that lingers ftill 
Darkly, on the hanging hill ! 
There the difembodied mind 
Hears, upon the holIow^ windj. 
In unequal cadence, thrown,. 
Sorrow's oft repeated moan:— 
Still fome human pafiions fway . 
The fpirit late immers'd in clay;. 
Stai the faithful figh is dear. 
Still belov'd the fruitlcfs tear! 



Fire 
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Five waining moons, with wandVing light 
Have paft the fhadowy bound of nighty 
And mingled their departing rsqi^ . 
With the foft fires of early day \^ 
Let the laft fad rite be paid 
Grateful to the confcious fliade t 
Let the prieft, with pious care, 
Now the wafted relics bear 
Where the Moral's aweful gloom 
Shrouds the venerable tomb ; 
Let the plantain lift its hpad,, 
Cherifh'd emblem of the dead 5 
Slow and folemn, o'er the grave 
Let the twitted plumage wave,^ 
Symbol hallow'd and divine, 
Of the god who guards the fhrine.-^ 

B 6 Hark? 
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Hark I— that Jhriek of ftrange defpair 

Never fhall diftuA the air. 

Never, never fhall it .rife 

But for Nature's broken ties !— 

Bright crefcent ! that with lucid finile 

Gild'ft the Morai's lofty pile, 

Whofe broad lines of fhadow throw 

A gloomy horror far below i 

Witnefs, O recording moon ! 

All tjie rites are duly done 5 

Be the faithful tribute b'er, 

The hovVing Spirit a(ks no more ! 

Mprtals, ceafe the pile to tread, 

Leave to fxlence, leave tJief dead. 



But 



THE MORAL 13 

But where may ihe who loves to ftray 
Mid fhadows of funereal gloomy 
And courts the fadnefs of die tomb^ 
Where may tl^e fcek that proud Morai 
Whofe dear memorial pointy the place 
Where fell the Friend of human race ?— 
Ye lonely ifles I on ocean's bound i 
Ye bloom'd thro' Erne's long flight unknown^ 
Till Cook the untrack'd billow paft. 
Till he along the furges c^ft 
Philanthropy's cpnneding zone, 
And fpread her lovelieft bleflings round.^-^ 
Not like that murdVous band he came 
Who ftain'd with bldod the new-found Weft; 
Nor as, with unrelenting hrcaij^ 

" Erom 
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From Britaia's free, enligktea'd landy 
Her fons now feek Angola's ftrand j . 
Each tie moft faired to unbind^ 
To load with chains a brother's fram^ 
And plunge a Sagger in the mind ;^ 
Mock the iharp anguiih bleeding there. 
Of nature in her laft defpair I 

Great Cook I Ambition's lofty flame. 
So oft direSed to deftroy. 
Led Thee to circle with thy namt^ 
The fmile of love, and hope, and joy ! 
Thofe fires that lend the dang'rous blaze 
The devious comet trails afar, 
Might form the pure,^ benignant rays 
That gild die morning's gentle ftar.— 



Sure^ 
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Sure, where the Hero's aflies rcfl^ 
The nations late emerged from night * 
Still hafte— with love's unwearied care r 
That fpot in lavifli flowers is dreff^ 
And fancy's dear, inventive rite 
Still paid with fond obfervancc there ? 

Ah no r— around his fatal* grave 
No lavifh flowers were ever ftrew'd, 
No votive gifts were ever laid.— 
His blood a favage fliore bedew'd f 
His mangled limbs, one hafty prayer 
One pious tear by friendlhip paid, 
Were caft upon the raging wave I 
Deep in the witd abyfs he lies, 
Far from the cheri(b'd fcene of home j 

Far^ 



^ THE MORAL ' 

Far, far from Her whofe faithful fighs 
A husband's tracklefs courfe purfue ; 
Whofe tender fancy loves to roam 
With Him o'er lands and oceans new; 
And gilds with Hope's deluding form 
The gloomy pathway of the ftornu 

Yet) Cook ! immortal wreaths are thine 1— 
While Albion's grateful toil fhall raife 
The marble tomb, the tropl^ed buft, 
For ages faithftJ to its truft j 
While, eager to record thy praife, 
She bids the Mufe of Hiftory twine 
The chaplet of undying fame. 
And tell each polifli'd land thy worth ; 

The 
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The ruder natives of the earth 
Shall oft repeat thy honoured name; 
While infants catch the frequent found 
And learn to lifp the oral tale ; 
TVhofe fond remembrance fhall prevail , 
Till time has reached his 4efttn'd bound. 
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AMERICAN TALE. 



*< AH- P^ty ^^ the pangs I feel, 
" If pity e'er ye knew j— * 
« An aged father's Wounds to heal, 
« Thro' fceAes of death I flew. 



** Per- 



22 AN AMERICAN TALE. 

« Perhaps my haft'ning ftcps arc yain, 
« Perhaps the warrior dies!— — ^ 

<( Yet let me footheach parting pain«— «> 
" Yet lead me whew he lies.*'— 

Thus to die lift'niag band (he callS) 

Nor fruitlefs her defire, 
They lead heri panting, to the wall;i 

That hold her captive fire. 

¥ And is a daughter come to Ueft 
** Tbefe aged eyes once more? 

<* Thy father's pains will now be le(s«— —' 
^ His pains will aow be o'eri" 
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AN AMERICAN TALE. %^ 

^ My father ! by this waining laiii|i 

« Thy Torm I fiuntly trace :— 
^ Yet furc thy brow, is cddj and damp^ 

^ And pale thy honourM facCk 

^ In vam ^y wretched child is come, 

^ She comas too htc to fave ! 
^ And ofdy now can fhare thy doom^ 

** And fhare thy peaceAd grave !" 

Soft, as amid the liinar l>eams, 

The falling ihadows bend, 
Upon the^bofom of the ftreams. 

So foft her tears deictnd. 

« Thofe 
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« Thofe tears! a fitbcr iU Can bdar, 
^^ He lives^ mjrcUlx}; for thee ! 

*' Has lentils aid to me. 

V Bom^dBiirtAcl'n.w6rld,Jit«*bafid 
<< Maintairis itSL kofUe* OD^ey < 

<f And fieroeWgpififlrBntaimra'sbftM: ' 
<* His miftgfwbrdte draws;- • 

<< Yet feels the eapttvfe Britoa^d me ; 

" For his ennobled miiri 
*^ Forgets the namei of Britain's foe^. 

^^ In love of bujoimliiiid* 



« Yet 



AN AMERICAN TALE* 15 

" Yet know, my child, a dearer tic 

« Has linkM his heart to mine ; 
" He mourns with Friendflup's holy Cgh, 
• « The youth bclov'd of thine ! 

*' But hark ! his welcome feet are near— — 

*« Thy riling grief fupprefs— 
** By darknefs veiPd, he haftcns here 

« To comfort, and to blefs."— • 

*< Stranger ! for that dear father's fake," 

She cry'd, in accents naild, 
** Who lives by thy kind pity, take 

" The bleffings of his child ! 

Vol, L C « Oh, 



2b AN AMERICAN TALE, 

" Oh, if in heaven, my Edward's breaft 
*' This deed of mercy knew, 

'^ That gives my tortur'd bofom reft, 
" He fure would blefs thee too ! 

^* Oh tell me where my lover fell ! 

« The fatal fcene recall, 
" His laft, dear accents, ftranger, tell, 

« Oh hafte and tell mc all ! 

" Say, if he gave to love the figh, 

« That fet his fpirit free i 
" Say, did he raife his clofing eye,' 

« As if it fought for me." 



s 
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« A(k not,'' her father cry'd, " to know 

" What known were added pain ; 
" Nor think, my child, the tale of woe 

" Thy foftnefs can fuftain," 

** Tho' every joy with Edward fled, 

«« When Edward's friend is near, 
" It fooths my breaking heart," flic faid, 

'' To tell thofe joys were dear. 

** The weftern ocean roU'd in vain 

" Its parting waves between, 
** My Edward brav'd the'dang'rous main, 

*' And blefs'd our native fccne. 

C 2 « Soft 
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" Soft Ifis heard his artlcfs tale, 
** Ah, ftrcam fbr ever dear ! 
" Whofc waters, as they pafs'd the vale, 
• " Received a lovcr^s tear. 

" How could a heart, that virtue lov'd, 
** (And furc that heart is mine) 

**- Lamented youth ! behold unmoved, 
«* The virtues that were thine ? 

<< Calm, as the furface of the Jake, 
«* When all the winds are ftiA, 

<< Mild, as the beams of morning break, 
« When firft they light the hill ; 



Se 
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^^ So calm was his unruffled foul, 

" Where no ru3e paffioa drove ^ 
^^ So mild hi^ foothtng accents ftoIe>. 

" Upon the ear of love. 

^ Wheraare the dear illurxons fled 
" Which footh- d my former hours ? 

** Where is the path that fancy fpread, 
** Ah, vainly, fprcad with flowers I 

«• i heard/ the battle's fearful founds^ 
« They fecm'd my lover's knell-— 

« I heard, that pierc'd with ghaftly wounds, 
** My vent'rcus lover fell I — — 

C 3 «♦ M jr 
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^ " My forrows (hall with life endure, 
" For he I lov'd is gone J 
" But fomcthing tells my heart, that fure 
" My life will not be long.'* 

" My panting foul can bear no more^ 

<^ The youth, impatient cried, 
<« a i.v Edward bids thy griefs be o'er, 

« My love ! my dcftin^d bride 1 

*« The life which Heav'n preferv'd, how bicft, 

" How fondly priz'd by me,^ 
** Since dear to my Amelia's breaft, 

" Since valued ftill by thee ! 



« My 
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" My father faw my conftant pain, 

« When thee I left behind, 
"' Nor loijger will his power reftrain 

" The ties my foul would bind. 

" And foon thy honor'd fire (hall ceafc 

** The captive's lot to. bear, 
f* And we, my love, will foothc to peace 

^ His grieft, with filial care« 

" Then come for ever to my foul ! 

" Amelia come, and prove 1 
" How calm our blifsful years will roll, 

" Along a life of love !"-— 

C J^ AN 
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Dr. MOORE. 



TTTHETHER difpenfing hope and eafc 

To the pale vi£lim of difeafe, 
Or in the focial crowd you fit, 
And charm the group with fenfe and wit^ 
Moore's partial ear will not difdain 
Attention to my artlefs ftrain. 

C 6 I mean 
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* 

I mean no giddy heights to climb^ 

And vainly toil to be fublimc; 

While every line with labour^wrought j. 

Is fweird with tropes'for want of thought: 

Nor (hall I call, the Mufe to ihed- 

Caffalian drops upon my head ^ 

Or fend me from Parnaffian bowers^ 

A chaplet wove of fancy's flowers,. 

At prefent all fuch.aid I flight— 

My heart inftrudis me. how to wiite^ 



That fofter glide my hours. along,, 
That ftill my griefs are footh'd by fong,, 
That ftill my carelefs. numfbers flow 
To you» fuccefsful (kill I owe ;. 



You^ 
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YoU) who when ficknefs o'er me hung, 
Aiid languor had my lyre unftrung^ 
With treafurcs o£ the healing art,, 
Widi friendfliip's ardor at your hearty 
From ficknefs fnatch'd her early prey,, 
And ba^e fair Heakh— the goddefs gay,. 
With fprightly air> and winning grace. 
With laughing eye, and rpfy face,. 
Accuftom'dwhen yo^ call to hear,. 
On her light pinion! hafien near,. 
And fwift reftore, with influence kind, 
My weaken'd frame,, my drooping mind* 



With Rke benignity, and zeal,. 
The mental malady to heal, 

TO 
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To flop the fruidefs, hopelefs tear. 
The life you lengthen'd, render dear^ 
To charm by fancy's powerful vein,. 
" The written troubles of the brain/* 
From gayer icenes, compaffion led 
Your frequent footfteps to riiy ihed : 
And knowing that the Mufes' art 
Has power to eafe an aching heart, 
You footh'd that heart with partial praife. 
And I, before too fond of lays. 
While others pant for folid gain, 
Grafp at a laurel fprig — in vain— 
You could not chill with frown feverc 
The madnefs to my foul fo dear ; 
For when Apollo came to ftore 
Your mind with felutary lore, • 



The 
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The god, I ween, was pleased to dart 
A ray from Pindus on your heart ; 
Your willing bofom caught the fire. 
And ftill is partial to die lyre. 



But now from you at diftance plac'd. 
Where Epphg fpreads a woody Mrafte ; 
Tho* unreftrain'd my fancy flies. 
And views in air her fabrics rife, 
And paints with brighter bloom die flowers, 
Bids Dryads people all the bowers. 
And Echoes fpeak from every hill. 
And Naiads pour each little rill, 
And bands of Sy]phz with pride unfold 
Thcir.azure plumag- mix'd with gold, 



My 
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My heart remembers with a figfr 
That you are now no longer nigh. 
The magic fcenes no more engage,- 
I quit ^hem for your various page r 
Where with delight I traverfe o'er 
The foreign paths you trod before : 
Ah not in vain thofe paths you trac'd^ 
With heart to feel, with powers to tafte ! 



Amid the ever-jocund train^ 
Who fport upon the banks of Seihej 
In your light Frenchman pleas'd I lee 
His nation's gay epitome j 
Whofe carelefs hours glide fmooth along. 
Who charms- misforti^nb with a fong.. 



She 
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Sfie comes not as on Albion's plain, 
With death, and madnefs in her train; 
For here, her keeneft fliarpcft dart 
May raze, but cannot pierce the heart- 
Yet he whdfe fpirit light as air ^ 
Calls life a jeft, and laughs at care, 
Feels the ftrong force of pity's voice. 
And bids afflifbd love rejoice; 
Love, fuch as fills the poet's page, 
Love, fuch as form'd the golden age— 
Fanchon, thy grateful look I fee— 
I fhare thy joys — ^I weep with thee— 
What eye has read without a tear 
A tale to nature's heart fo dear! 



There,. 
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There, drefs'd in <ac*h fublimer grace, 
Geneva's happy fcene I- trace ; 
Her lake, from whofe broaxi bofom thrown 
Ruihes the loud impetuous Rhone, 
And bears his waves with maajy fwe^p 
In rapid torrents to the deep— 
Oh for a Mufe lefs weak of wing) 
, High on yon Alpine fteeps to fpring, 
And tell in verfe what they difcloft 
As well as you have told in proie I 
How wrapt in fnows and icy flipwersj 
Eternal winter horrid lowers 
Upon the mountain's awful brow, 
While purple fummer blooms below; 
How icy ftruftures rear their forms, 
Pale produds of ten thoufand ftorms ; 



Where 
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Where the full fun-beam powerlefc Tails, 
On cryftal arches, columns, walls, 
Yet paints the proud fantaftic height 
With all the various hues of light. 
Why is no poet call'd to birth 
In fuch a favoured fpot of earth ? 
How hfgh his vent'rpus Mufe might riCe^ 
And proudly fcorn to aik fupplies 
From the Parnaffian hill I the fire 
Of verfe, Mftt Blanc might well inrpirc. 
O Switzerland I how oft thefe eyea 
DeHre to view thy mountains rife; 
How fancy loves thy ftecps to climb, 
So wil4 fo folemn, fa fublime i 
And o'er thy haj^y vales to roam, 
Where freedom rears her humble bomc» 

Ah, 
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Ah, how unlike each fecial grace 
Which binds in love thy manly race, 
The Hollanders phlegmatic cafe. 
Too cold to love, too dull to pleafc > 
Who feel no fympathetic woe. 
Nor fympathetic joy beftow i 
But fancy words are only made 
To fcrve the purpofes of trade. 
And, when they neither buy nor fell^ 
Think filence anfwcrs quite as wcIU 



Now in his happieft light is feen 
Voltaire, when evening chas'd his fplcen. 
And plac'd at fupper with his friends. 
The playful fla(h of wit defcends— 

Of 
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Of names rcnow^'d you clearly (hew 
The finer traits we wi(h to know- 
To PrufEa's martial clime" I ftray 
And fee how -Frederic (pends the day; 
Behoid him rife at dawning lig^ 
To form his troops for future fight ; 
Thro' the firm ranks his glances pierce, 
Where difcipline, with afpedl fiercej 
And unrelenting breaft, is feen 
Degrading man to a macbme ; 
My female hieart delights to turn 
Where greatness feems not quite fo &€rn : 
Mild on th' Imperial Brow' (he glows. 
And lives to foften human wo^ 



But 
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But lo ! on ocean's flormy breaft 
I fee majeftic Venice reft; 
While round her fpircs the billows rave, 
Inverted fplendours gild the wave. 
Fair liberty has rear'd, with toil, 
Her fabric on this marfliy foil. 
She fled thofe banks with fcornful pride, 
Where claiSc Po devolves her tide : 
Yet here her unrelenting laws 
Are deaf to nature's, freedom's caufe. 
Unjuft ! they feal'd Foscari's doom, 
An exile in his early bloom. 
And he, who bore the rack unmov'd, 
Divided far from thofe he lov'd. 
From aH the focial hour can give, 
From all that make it blifs to live, 

X • Thcfe 
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Thefe worft of ills rcfifs-d to bear, 
And died, the viilim of defpair* 



An eye, of wonder let me raife, 
While on imperial Rome I gaze. 
But oh ! no more in glory bright 
She fills with awe th' aftonifti'd fight : 
Her mould'ring fanes in rum trac'd, 
Lie fcatter^d on Campania's wafte. 
Nor only thefe— alas ! we find 
The wreck involves the human mind ; 
The lords of earth now drag a chain 
Beneath a pontiff's feeble reign ; 
The foil that gave a Cato birth 
No longer yields heroic worth. 



Whofe 
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Whofe image lives but on the buft, 
Or confecrates the medal's ruft : 
Yet if no heart of modern frame 
Glows with the antient hero's flame,* 
The dire Arma\ horrid ftage 
Is banifh'd from this milder age ; 
Thofe favage virtues too are fled 
At which the human feelings bled. 



While now at VirgiPs tomb you bend, 

let me on your fteps attend ! 
Kneel on the turf that blofllbms round, 
And kifs, virith lips devout, the ground. 

1 feel how oft his magic powers 
Shed pleafure on my lonely hours. 

^ Th«* 
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I Tho' hid from me the claiEc tongue, 
In which his heav'nly ftrain was fung, 
lnDryden*s tuneful lines,! piefce ' 
The fhaded beauties of bis verfe* 



Bright be the rip'ning beam> that fhines^ 
Fair Florence, on thy purple vines ! 
And ever pure the fanniiig gale 
That pants in Arno's myrtle vale i 
Here, when the barbarous northern race. 
Dire foes to every Mufe and Grace, 

Had doom'd the banifli^d Art^ to roam, 

f 

The lovely wand*r«rs. found a homes 
And (hed round Lto*s triple crown 
Un&ding rays of bright renown. 
Vol. L D Who 
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Who c*cr has felt bis bofom glow 
With knowledge, or the wifli to know ; 
Has e'er from books with tranfpoft caught 
The rich acceffion of a thought ; * 
Perceiv'd widi confcious pride, he .feels 
The fcntiment which tafte reveals 5 
Let all ^ho joys like thefe poflefs, 
Thj vale, enchanting FikOJRfENCE ! UeTs^*- 
O had the Arts' betifr^iaAt light 
No more reviv'd from t3ot1iic nigh^ 
Earth had been one Vftft fceneof ftrffe^ 
Or one drear void had' fedden'd life ; 
Loft had been all the fagehas taught, 
The painter's (ketch, the poet's ihoa^t^ 
The force of fenfe, the ebarm of wi^ . 
Nor ever had your page been writ ; 

t That 
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That feodiing page, which care beguiles, 

And drefles truth in fancy's (miles: 

For not with hoftile ftepyou prcft 

Each foreign foil, » tfaanlders giieA ! 

While travellers whamaM Ae fldll 

To mark tbe ttit^s of good and III, 

With vacant ftare (fapo' EuFope range, 

And deem aU bod, Jbecaofc'tis ftrange ; 

Thro' varying modes of life, you trace 

The finer trait, the latent grace. 

And where thro' every vain difguife 

You view the human follies rife. 

The ftroke of irony you dart 

With force to mend, not wound the heart. 

While intelledlual obje(Sls fhare 

Your mind's extcnfive view, you bear, 

.Da Quite 
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Quite free from fpleen's incutnb'ring load, 

The little evils on the road. — 

So, while the path of life I tread, 

A path to me with briers fpread ; 

Let me its tangled mazes fpy, 

Like you, with gay, good-humour'd eye ; 

Nor at thofe thorny tra6b repine. 

The treafure of your friendihip} mine. 

€raoge Hill, EiTez. 
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T O 



Mrs. bate S. 

^^ H thou, whofe melody the heart obeys. 

Thou, who canft all its fubjedl paffions move, 
Whofe note^s to heav'n the lift'ning foul can raife, 
Can thrill with pity, or can melt with love ! 
Happy ! whom nature lent this native charnl ; 
\Vhofe melting tones can flied with magic power, 
A fweeter pleafure o'er the focial hour, 
The brcaft to foftnefs footh, to virtue warm— — 

D 3 ' But 
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But yet more happy! that thy life as clear 
From difcord, as thy perfect: cadence flows ^ 
That, tun*d to fympathy, thy faithful tear 
In mild accordance falls for others woes ; 
That all the tender, pure affeSions bind, 
In chains of harmony, thy willing mind I 



SONNET, 
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BONNET, 

On reading the Pojsm upon the 

MOUNT A IN. DAISY, 

BY MR. EUllNSk 



ITTHILE foon the ^ Garden's flaunting 

" flower^'* decay, 
And, fcatter'd on the earth, negleded lie, 
The « Mountain Daify/^ cherifli'd by Ae ray 
A Poet drew from heav'n, (hall never die,— 

D4 Ah! 
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Ah ! like that lonely flower the Poet rofe ! 

'Mid Penury's bare foil, and bitter gale ; 

He felt each ftorm that on the mountain blows, . 

Nor ever knew the ftielter of the valci— . 

By Genius in her native vigor nurft. 

On Nature with impaffion'd look he gaii^'d, 

Then thro* the cloud of advcrfe fortune burft 

Indignant, and in light unborrowed blaz'd, 

Scotia! from rude affliftion fliield thy Bard 5 

Hts faeav'n-taught. numbers Fame herfelf will guard. 



« K N E T, 



r 57 3 ' j-i'-yj 



v 
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T O 



EXPRESSION. 



P XPRE S S lO hf, child of foul ! I fondly trace 
Thy ftrong enchantments, when the poet's lyr^ 
The painter's pencil catch thy facred fire, 
And beauty wakes for thee her touching grace.— 
But from this frighted glance thy form avert 
When horrors check thy tear, thy ftruggling figh, 
When frenzy rolls in thy impaffion'd eye. 
Or guilt fits heavy on thy laboring heart.— 

D 5 Nor 
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Nor ever let my (hudd'ring £mcy hear 
The wafting groan, or view the pallid look 
Of him • the Mufes lovM— when hope forfook 

His fpirit, vainly to the Mufes dear ! 

For, charm'd with heavenly fong, this bleeding breaft 

Mourns the bleft power of wefk could give defpair 
no reft. 

« OhattertoB* 



TO 



T O 



SENSIBILITY. 
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T O 

SENSIBIJ.ITY. 

• 

T N Sen/tbilhys lov*d praife 

I tune my trembling reed ; 
And feek to deck her (hrine with bays, 
On which my heart muft bleed ! * 

No cold exemption from her pain 

I ever wiflb'd to knowj 
Chccr'd with her tranfport, I fuftain 
Without complaint her woe, 

AboTc 
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Above whate'er content can give, 

Above the charm of eafe. 
The reftlefs hopes and fears, that live 

With her, have ppwer to pleaie. 

Where, but for her, were Friendihip's power 

To heal the wcfonded heart, 
To fhorten forrow's ling'ring hour, 

And bid its gloom depart ? 

'Tis jQie that lights the melting ejre - 

With looks to anguilh dear ; 
She knows the price of ev'ry figh, 

Tbevalueofatear^ 



She 
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She prompts the tender marks of love. 

Which words can fcarce exprefii ; 
The heart alone their force can prove. 

And feel how much they blcTs. 

Of every finer blifi the facirce I 

'Tis Ihe on love beftows 
The fofter grace, the bounfleft force 

Confiding paffion knows i 

When to another, the fond breaft 

Each thought fojf ever gives ; 
When on another, leans for reft, 

And in another Kves I 

Quick, 
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Quick, as the trembling metal flies. 

When heat or cold impels, 
Her anxious heart to joy can rife, 

Or fink where anguifh dwells ! 

Yet tho* her foul muft griefs fuftain 

Which flie alone can know ; 
And feel that keener fenfe of paia 

Which fharpens every woe } 

Tho' flie, the mourners' grief to calm. 
Still (hares each pang they feci. 

And, like the tree diftilling balm^ 
Bleeds, others wounds to heal 5 



While 
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While Ihe, whofe bofom fondly true, 

Has never wifh'd to range ; 
One altered look will trembling vievtr, 

And fcarce can bear the change; 

Tho' fhcj if death the bands Ihould tear, 

She vainly thought fecure; 
Thro' life muft Iangui(h in defpair 

Xhat never hopes a cure ; 

Tho* wounded by fome vulgar mind, 

Unconfcious of the deed, 
Who never feeks thofe wounds to bind, 

But wonders why they bleed j— — 

She 
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/^ 

She oft will heave a fecret figh^ 

Will (hed a lonely tear. 
O'er feelings nature wrought fo high,. 

And gave on terms fo dear» 

Yet who would hard Ikx^xitfsrsnce choofe, 
Whofe breaft no tears can,. ft9% ? 

WhO) for her apathy, would lofe 
The fiicrfed power to w<^p^ 

Tho* in a thouifand objeSsi paUi^ ^ 

And pleafure tremble nigb)^ 
Thofe objefts ftrivc to reach> vck vaiji». 

Xhe circle of her cye;^ 



Cold^ 
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Cold, as the &bled god appears 

To the poor fuppliant's grie^ 
Who bathes the marble fonn ia tears. 

And Tainly hopes relief. 

Ah GreviUe ! why the gifts refufe 

To fouls like thine aUied? 
No more th j nature feem to lofe ' 

No mord thy foftnefs hide. 

No more invoke the playful fprito 

To chill, with magic fpell, 
The tender feelings of delight| 

And anguilb fung fo well \ 

That 
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That envied eafe thy heart Would prove 

Were fure too dearly bought 
With friendfliip^ fympathy, and bve^ 

And every finer thought.- 



A SONG. 
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N 



I. 
I^TO riches from his fcanty ftore 

My lover, could impart ; 
He gave a boon I valued more- 
He gave me all hi^ heart ! 

His Ibul fincere, his gen'rous worthy 

Might well this bofom move ; 
And when I afk'd for blifs on earth, 

I only meant his love* 

III. But 
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III. 
But now for me, in fearch of gain, 

From fliore to fibore he flies : 
Why wander riches to obtain, 

When love is all I prize ? 

IV. 

The frugal. naeaV the lowly cft> 
If Weft, my love, with thee ! 

That fimple far?, that humUe lot,. 
Were more thwi wealth to m^. 

V. 
While he the dang'rous ocean brayes, 

My tears but, vainly flow : 
Is pity in the faithlefs waves 
. To which I pour my woe ? 



VI. The 



SONG. ^l 



VI, 

The night is dark, the waters deep, 

' Yet foft the billows roll j 

Alas ! at every breeze I weep 

The ftorm is in my fouL 
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A S wand'rirtg late on Albion's fhore, 

That chains the rude tempeduous deep, 
I heard the hollow furges roar. 

And rain^jr beat her guardian fteep ; 

E 2 I heard 
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I heard the rifing founds of woe 
Loud on the ftorm's wild pinion flow j 
And ft ill they vibrate on the mournful lyre^ 
That tunes to grief its (ympathetic yirc* 

From (hdres the wide Atlantic laves. 

The fprrit of the ocean bears 
In moans, along his weftern waves. 
Afflicted nature's hopekfs cares : 
Ench:nting fcenes of young delight. 
How chang'd fince firft ye rofe to fight ; 
Since flrft ye rofe in infant glories dreft 
Frefli from the wave, and rear'd your ample breaft. 

HL Her 
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III. 
Her crefted fcrpents, Difcord throws 

0*cr fcenes which Love with rofes graced ; 
The flow'ry chain bis hands compofe, 
She wildly fcatters o'er the waftc : 
Her glance his playful fmile deforms. 
Her frantic voice awakes the florms, 
From land to land, her torches Ipread ihcir fi. e?, 
While Love's pure flame in ftreams of blood expires. 

IV. 

Now bums the favagc foul of War, 
While terror flafhes from his eyes, 

Lo ! waving o'er his fiery car ' 
Aloft his bloody banner flics 5 

Ej The 



1 



78 ANODE ii 

The battle wake s ■ \^ith awful found 

He thunders o'er the echoing ground^ 
He grafps his reeking blade) while ftreams of blooi 
Tinge the raft plain> and fweU the purple fiood^ 



V, 

But foftcr founds of forrow flow j 

On drooping wing the murmuring gales i 

Have borne l;he deep complaints of woe 

That rofe along the lonely vales-— • i 

Thofe breezes waft the orphan's crieS| 5 

They tremble to parental fighs, 

And drink a tear for keener anguiih fhed. 

The tear of faithful love when hope is fled, 

VL The 



I 
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yi. 

The obje<3 of her anxious fear 

Liies pale on earth, expiring, cold. 
Ere, wing'il by happy love, one year 

Too rapid in its courfe, has roU'd : 

» 

In vain the dying hand fhe grafps. 
Hangs on the quiv'ring lip, and cLfps 
The fainting form, that flowly finks in death. 
To catch the parting glance, the fleeting breath. 

VII. 
Pale as the livid corfc her check. 

Her trefles torn, her glances wild*—* 
How fearful was her frantic fliriek ! 

She wept — and then in horrors fmird t 
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' She gazes now with wild affright, 

Lo ! bleeding phantoms rufh in fight— 
Hark ! on yon mangled form the mourner calls^ 
Then on the earth a fenfelefs weight (he falls. 



VIII. 

And fee ! o'er gentle Andre's tomby 

The vidim of his own defpair, 
Vho fell in life's exulting bloom, 

Nor deem'd that Hfe deferv'd a care j 
O'er the cold earth his relicks prcft, 
Lo! Bytain's drooping legions reft ; 
For him^ the fwords they flernly grafp, appear 
Dim with. a figh, and fullied with a tear* 

IX. While 
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IX. 
While Seward fweeps her plaintive firings, 

While penfive round his fable ihrine^ 
. A radiant zone (he graceful flings, 

Wliere full emblaz'd his virtues ihine f 
The mourniul Loves that tremble nigh.ci 
Shall catch her warm melodious figb ; 
The mournful Loves fhall drink the tears that flow 
From Pity's hovVing foul, difToIv'd in wocr 

X. 

And hark, in Albion's flow'ry vale 

A parent's deep complaint I hear I 
A fiftcr calls the weflern gale 

To waft her foul-exprcffivc tear j 

E5 'Tis 
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'Tis Afgill claims that piorcing figb. 
That drop which dims the beauteous eye^ 
While on the rack of Doubt Affcftion proves 
How ftrong the force which binds the ties (he loves* 

XI. 
How oft in every dawning grace. 

That bloflbm'd in his early hours. 
Her foul fomc comfort lov'd to trace* 

And decked futurity in flowers ! 
But lo ! in Fancy's troubled fight 
The dear illufions fink in night ; 
She views the 'murdered form— the quivering breath. 
The rifing virtues chillM in (hades of death. 

8 XII. Ceafe, 
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XII. 
Ccafe, ceafe ye throbs of hopeleft woe j 

He lives the future hours to blefs, 
He lives, the pureft joy to know, 

Parental traniports' fond excefs ; 
His fight a Other's eye ihall cheer, 
> A fifter's drooping charms endear :*— - 
The private pang was Albion's gen'rous care^ 
For him fhe breathM a warm accepted prayer* 

XIII. 

And lo! a radiant flream of light, 
fiefcending, gilds the murky cloud, 

Where Defolation's gloomy night 
Retiring, folds her fable fhroud ;— 

E6 It 
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It flafhes o'er the bright'ning deep, 
It foftens Britain's frowning ftecp-— 
'Tii mild benignant Peacc^ enchanting form ! 
'That gilds the black abyfs, that lulls the ftorm* 

XIV. , / 

So thro**the dark, impending fkjr, ' 

Where clouds and fullen vapours roU'd*, 
Thchr curling wrcaAs drflblving ft/ 

As the faint hues of light unfold— 
The air with fpreading- azure ftreams,^ 
The fua now darts* his orient beams 
And now the mountains glow-s— the woods are 

bright— ^ , 

White nature hails the feafen of delight.. 

XV. Mild 
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• XV. 
Mi]d Peace ! from Albion's fiureft bowcr$. 

Pure fpiric ! cull with fnowy hands 
The buds that drink the morning flxowers^ 

And bind the realms in flow*ry bands : 
Thy fmiles the angry pafllons chate. 
Thy glance is pleafiire's native grace ; 
Around thy form th' exulting virtues move, 
And thy foft call awakes the flrain of love. 

XVL 
Blefs, all ye powers ! the patriot name 

That courts, fair Peace, thy gentle flay ; 
Ah I gild with glory's light his fame. 

And glad his life with pleafure's ray ! 



White, 
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While, like th' affrighted dove, thy form 
Still {brinks, and fears fome latent ftorm^ 
His cares fhall footh thy panting foul to reft. 
And ipread thy vernal couch on Albion's breaflr* 

XVIL 

Ye, who hare mournM the parting hour. 

Which love in darker horrors drcw> 
Ye> who have vainly tried to pour 

With faltVing voice the laft adieu f 
When the pale cheek, the burfting figh^ 
The foul that hov'ring in the eye, 
Exprefs'd the pains i| felt, the pains it fear'd— p 
Ah ! paint the youth's return, by grief cndear'd* 

XVIIL Yoa 
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XVIII. 
Yon hoary forni} with aiped: mSd, 

Deferted kneels, by anguifh prefl-. 
And feeks fr(Mn Heav'n his long-loft child. 
To fmooth the path that leads to reft !— • 
He comes !-^lo clofe the finking eye. 
To catch the fai|it, expiring figh j 
A moment's tranfport ftays the fleeting breath. 
And fooths the fold on the pale verge of d^ath* 

XIX. 

No more the fangnine wreath ihall twine 

On the loft hero's early tomb; 
But hung around thy fimple ihrioe. 

Fair Peace ! ihatl milder glories bloom* 

Lof 
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Lo ! Commerce lifts her drooping head 
Triumphal, Thames ! from thy deep bed j , 
And bears to Albion, on her fail fublimCy 
The riches Nature gives each happier clime. 

XX. 

She fcarlefs prints the polar fnows, 
,Alid' horrors thatrejeft the day ; 
Along the burning line flie glows, 

Nor (brinks beneath the torrid ray : 
She opens ln4ia's glittering mine. 
Where ftreams of light reflefted Chine ; 
Wafts the bright gems to Britain's temp'rate vale. 
And breathes her odours on the northern gale. 

XXI, While 
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XX5. 

While from the far-divided (here 

^hcrc Liberty unconquer'd Foves, 
Her arditnt glance (ball oft explore 
The parent iile her ipirit loves ; 
Shall (pread upon the weftern main 
Harmonious ConcofH's golden chain, 
While flem-on Gallia's ever hoftile ftrand ' 
From Albion*^ cliiFfbe pours her, daring batid. 

XXIL 

Yet hide the fabre's hideous glare, 
Whofd edge is bathed in ftreams of blood. 

The lance that quivers high in air, 
And falling drinks a purple flood 9 

For, 
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For, Britain ! fear ihall feize thy foes,' 
While freedom in thy fenate glows. 
While peace (hall Qnile upon thy cultured pbii% 
With grace, and beauty her attendant train* 



Snchantin^ vifions (both my fight-^—i* 

The £ner arts no more oppreisM^ 
Benignant fource of pure delight ! 
On her foft bofom lov'e to reft. 
While each difcordant found expires, 
Strike, Harmony !* ftrike all thy wires ^ 
The fine vibrations of the (pirit move, 
And touch the fprings oiF rapture and of love* - 

XXIV. Bright 
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XXIV. 

JBright Painting's Kving forins fhall rtfir i 

And wrapt in UgoIino*s woe % 
Shall Reynol<b wake unKdden fighs % 
And Romnejr's graceful pencil flow. 
That Nature^s look benign pourtrays f. 
When to her infant Shakfpeare's gaze 
The partial-njmnph ** unveil*d her awfal face,'* * 
And bade his ^< colouni clear '' her features trace; 
XXV. 
And, Poefy f thy decp^on*d fbcll 

The heart fhall focth, the fpirit fire. 
And all the pajSons fink) or Avell, 
In true accordance to the lyre. 

• *« UooLXNo's woe'*— a celebrated piaurc ky Sir Jo»itvA • 
KsYKoi.D»y taken from Dantx. 

+ " Nature's look benign pourtfay8"--a fubjcft Mr. RoMMXiT 
bas taken froai Gkay's Progrefs of Poefy. 

Oh! 
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Oh ! ever wake its Kfeav*nly found, 

Oh ! call thy lovely vifions round } 
Strew the Toft path ef peace with fancy's flowers. 
With rapturcs^blefs the fduLtbat feels thy powers;. 



XXVL 

While Hayley wakes thy magic firing, 
' His (hades {kail no rude found profaiie,^ 
But ftillnefs on her folded wing, 

Enamour'd catch his foothing ftrain : 
Tho' genius breathe its pureft flame 
Around his lyre's enchanting frames 
Tho* mufic there in ever^ period roll. 
More warm his friendihip, and more pure h!s foul. 

XXVIL While 
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xxvn, 

Willie taftc refines a polifh'd age, 

While Jier own HurdttiaXi bid us trace 
The^ftrc of the finilh'd page 

Where fymmetry fheds perfect grace ; 
With ibber and collected rajr 
To fancy, judgment' Ihall difplay 
The faultlefs model, where accomplifli'd art 
From, nature draws a charm that leads the heart 

xxvni. 

Th' hiftoric Mufe illUmes the maze 

For ages veird in gloomy nighty 
Wh^re empire with meridian blaze 

Once trod ambition's giddy height : 

Tho* 
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Tha* headlong from the dang'rous ftcep 
Its pageants rolFd with wafteRiI Aveept 
Her tablet ftill records the deeds of famey 
And wakes the patriot's and the hero's flamet 



XXIX. 

While iticek Philofophj explored 
Creation's vaft ftupendous round ; 

Siiblime her piercing vifion foars, 
And burfts the fyftem's diftant bound. 

Lo ! mid' the dark deep void of ipace 

A rufliing world ♦ her eye can trace !— <- 



* Alluding to Mr. HerfchePs woAderful difcoYeries, and partjtu* 
Ittly to hai difcovery«f a new pUnct called the Georgium SIdus* 



It 






ON THE PEACE. ^| 

It moves majeftic in its ample fphere^ 

Sheds its long lighi^ and rolls its ling'ring year. 



XXX. 

EnHght'ning Peace ! for thine the hours 

That wifdom decks in moral grace, 
And thine invention's feiry powers> 

The charm improv'd of nature's face; 
Propitious come ! in filence laid 
Beneath thy olive's grateful fliade, 
Pour the mild blifs that fooths the tuneful mind. 
And in thy zone the hoflile fpirit bind« 

XXXL While 



|9> ANODE, &c. 

XXXI. 

• While Albion on her parent deep*^ 

Shall reft, may glory light her fhore. 
May honour there hiis vigils keep 

Till time (hall wing its courfe no more ; 
Till angels wrap the fplieres in fire. 
Till earth and yon fair orbs expire, 
While chaos mounted on the wafting flame. 
Shall fpread eternal Ihade o'er nature's frame* 



E D VS' 1 N 



EDWIN AND ELTRUDA, 



LEGENDARY TALE. 

Mark ity Cefario^ it is old and plain \ 

Thefpinfters and the knitiers in the fun^ 

And the free maids j that weave their thread with bones 

Do ufe to ebant it. It isfdly^footh^ 

And dallies with the innocence oflovey 

I^ike the old age* 

Shakspeare's Twelfth Night. 



Vol. I. 
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WjT here the pure Derwent's waters glide 

Along their mofly bed, - 
Clofc by the river's verdant fide, 
. A caftlc rear'd its head. 

F ' Th'T 
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The ancient pile by time is raz'd, 
Where Gothic tropjiies frownM ; 

Where once the gilded armour blaz'd, 
And banners 'wav'd around. 

There liv'd a chief, well known tafamc, 

A bold advent'rous knight ; 
Renown'd for viftory; his name 

In glory's annals bright. 

What time in martial pomp he led 

His gallant, chofen train ; 
The foe, who oft had conquer'd, fled. 

Indignant fled, the plain. 



Yet 
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Yet milder virtues he poffeft, 

And gentler paiCons felt 1 
For in his calm and yielding breaft 

The {oh aiTe^ioni^dweh. 

No rugged toils the^heart could ftecl, 

By nature form'd to prove 
Whatever the tender mind can feel^ 

In friendihip^ or in love. 

He loft the partner oFhis breaft, 

Who footh'd each rifing^care i 
And ever charm'd die pains to reft 

She ever lov'd to fhare. 

F 3 From 
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From folitudc he hop*d relief. 

And this lone manfi&n fought. 
To cherifli thete his faithful grief, 

To nurfe the tender thought. 

There, to his bofom fondly dear. 

An infant daughter fmil'd, 
Arid oft the mourner's falling tear 

Bedew'd his Emma's child. 

The tear, as o'er the babe he hung, 

Would tremble in his eye ; 
While bleffings, falt'ring on his tongue, 

Were breath'd but in a figh. 



Tho' 
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Tho* time could never heal the wound. 

It footh*d the hopekfs pain -5 
And in his child he thought he found 

His Emma livM again. 

Soft, as the dews of morn arife^ 

And on the pale flower gleam ; 
So (oft Eltruda's melting eyes 

With love and pity beam. 

As drcft in charms, the lonely flower 

Similes In the defert vale i 
With beauty gflds the morning hour,. 

And icents the evening gale ; 

F4 So- 
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So livM in folitude, unfeen, 

This lovely, peerlefs maid $ 
So grac'd the wild, fequefter'd fcene, 

And bloiTom'd in the {hadet 

Yet love could pierce the lone reccft, 

For there he likes to dwell ;. 
To leave the noify crowd, and blefs 

With happinefs the cell. 

To wing his fure rcfiftlefs dart. 

Where all its force is known s 
And rule the undivided heart 

Defpotic, and alone. 



Young 



i 
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Young Edwin cbarmMlier gentle breaft^ 

Tho' fcanty all his ftope ; 
No hoarded treafures he pofleft. 

Yet he could boaft of more. 

For he could %oafl: thfe libVal heart ; 

And honour, fenfe, and truth, 
Unwarp'd by vanity or art, 

AdomM the genVous youth. 

The maxims of a fervile age, 

The mean, the felfiih care, 
The fordid views, that now engage 

The mercenary pair ; 

F5 Whom 
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Whom riches can unite, or part, 

Tothenvwere ftill unknown; 
For then the fympathetic heart 

W^ join'* by love, alone. 

They little knew that wealth had pow^r 

To make the conftant rove ; 
They little knew the weighty dower 

Could add one blifs to love. 

Her virtues every charm improv'd, 
Or made thofe charms more dear j 

For furely virtue to be lov'd 
Has only to appear. 



Domeftic 
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Domeftic blifs, unvex'd by ftrife, 

Beguil'd the circling hours 5 
She, who on every path of life 

Can (bed perennial flowers. 

Eltruda, o'er the diftant mead, 

Would hafte, at clofing day, 
And to the bleating mother lead;- 

The lamb, that chanc'd to ftrajr* 

For the bruis'd infe£t on the wafte, 

A figh would heave her breaft ;• * 
And oft her careful hand.replac'd 

The linnet's falling ncft, 

F6 To 
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To her, fenfations calnl as thefe 

Could fweet delight impart } 
Thefe fimple pleafures moft can pkafe 

The uncorrupted heart. 

Full oft with eager ftep (he flics 

To cheer the rooflefs cot^ 
Where the lone widow breathes licr fighs. 

And wails her de^Vate lot. 

Their weeping mother's trembling lyiecs 

Her lifping infants clafp ; 
Their meek, imploring l6okfliC fees. 

She feels their tender grafp# 



Wild 
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Wild throbs her aching boTom Twell — — 

They mark the burfting-fi^, 
(Nature has formM the foul to feel) 

They weep, unknowing why. 

Her hands the lib'ral boon impart, 

And much her tear avails 
To raife the mourner's drooping heart, 

Where feeble utterance fails. 

On the pale cheek, where hung the tear 

Of agonizing woe, 
She bids the cheerful bloom appear. 

The tear of rapture flow. 

Thus 
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Thus onfoft wing the moments flew, 

(Tho' love implor'd their ftay) 
While fome new virtue rofe to vicw> 

And mark'd each fleeting day* 

The youthful poet's foothing dream 
Of golden age3 paft ; ' 

The mufe's fond, ideal theme, 
Was realiz'd at laft. 

r 

But vainly here we hope, that blifs 

Unchanging will endure; 
All, in a world'fo vain as this, 

What heart can reft fecure ! 



For 
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For now arofe the fatal day 

For civil difcord fam*d ; 
When Torky from Lancajier's proud fwaj, 

The regal fceptre claimM, 

Each moment now the horrors brought 

Of defolating rage ; 
The fam*d atchievements now were wrought, 

That fwell th' hiftoric page. 

The good old Albert pants, again 

To dare the hoftile field. 
The caufe of Henry to maint;ain, 

For him the lance to wield. 



But 
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But oh, a thoufahd gen'rous ties. 

That bind the hero's foul j 
A thoufandjtender claims arife, 
. And Edv^in's breaft controuU 

Tho' paflion pleads in Henry's icaufe^ 

And Edwin's heart would fway 5 
Yet honour'^ ftern, imperious law6. 

The braye will ftill obey. 

Opprefs'd with many an anxious care. 

Full oft Eltrudafigh'd; 
Complaining that relentlefs war 

Should thofe Ihc lov'd divide* 



At 
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At length the parting morn arole. 

In gloomy vapours dreft | 
The penfive maiden's fbrrow flows^ 

And terror heaves her breaftr 

A thoufiind pangs the father feels, 

A thoufand rifing fears. 
While clinging at his feet ihe kneels, 

And bathes them with her tears, 

A pitying tear bedew*d his cheek,—— 

From his lov'd child he flew s 
O'erwhelm'd, the £ither could not fpeak. 

He could not fay— *« adieu !'* 

Arm'd 
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Arm'd for the field, her lover came. 

He faw her J)allid look, 
And trembling feize her drooping frame, 

While falt*ring, thus he fpoke: 

<* This cruel tendernefs but wounds 

*• The heart it means to blefs > 
^* Thofe falling tears, thofe mournful founds 

** Increafe the vain diftrefs."— — 

« If fate," flbe anfwer'd, « has decreed 

** That on the hoftile plain 
<< My Edwin's faithful heart muft bleed, 

^ And fwell the heap of flain ; 



«Truft 
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** Truft mc5 my love, Pll not complain, 

*' I'll fhed no fruitlefs tear ; 
*' Not one weak drop my cheek (hall ftainp 

** Or tell what pailes here ! 

" Oh, let thy fate of others clain^ 

** A tear, a mournful figh ; 
" rU only murmur thy dear n|ime— — 

« Call on my love— and die I" 

But ah ! how vain for words ta tell 

The pang their bofoms proved; 
They on!y will conceive it well. 

They only, who have lov'd. 

The 
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The timid mufe forbears to fay 

What laurels Edwin gain'd j 
How Alb^t, bng renown'd, that dijr 

His ancient fame maintam^d* 

The bard, who feelt congenial fire^ 

May fing of martial ftrifc ; 
And with heroic founds ii^ire 

The generous fcorn of life 4 

But ill the theme ivodd (iiit her reed, 
Who, wandering thro* the grove, 

Forgets the conquering hero's meed. 
And gives a tear to love. 



Tho* 
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Tho' Ibng the doling day was fled, 

The fight they ftiU maintam ; 
While night a dteper horror- feed 

Along the darkened plain. 

To Albert's breaflr an arrow flew, 

He felt a mortal wound; 
The drops that warm'd his heart, bedew 

The cold and flinty grcwoL 

The foe, who aim'd the fatiJ. dart, 

Now heard his dying fighsi 
Compaflion touched his yielding heart. 

To Albert's aid he flies. 

While 
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While round the chief his arms he caft, 

Whae oft he deeply figh'd, 
And feem'd, as if he mourn'd the paft, 

Old Albert faintly cried j 

** Tho' nature heaves thefe pardng groans, 
« Without complaint ■[ di^; . ( 

** Yet one dear care my heart ftill owns, 
<^ Still feels one tender tie, 

** For York, a warrior known to fame, 

« Uplifts the hojftije fpcar ; 
^ Edwin the blooming hero's name, 

** To Albert's bofom dear* 



Ok, 
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^' Oh, tell him my expiring figb, 

^ Say my laft words implor'd 
" To my defpairing child to fly, 

<« To her he once ador'd;" 

He fpoke ! but oh, what mournful ftrain, 

Whofe force the foul can mclt^ 
"What moving numbers ihall explain 

The pang that Edwin felt ? 

The pang that Edwin now reveard— — 

For he the warrior preft, 
{Whom the dark fhades of night concealM) 

Glofe to his throbbing breaft. 

« Fly, 
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<* Fly, fly," he cried " my touch, profene*—— 

** Oh, how the reft impart ? 
** Rever'd old maa!— could Edwia Sain 

" With Albert's blood thedajrt !" 

His languid eyes hermieeidy nus'd^ 

Which feem'd for* ever: closed; 
On the pale youth with pity gaz'dj 

And then in death repos'd; 

« I'll go," the hapW fe Edwin feidj 

** And breathe a laft adieu ! 
*^ And with the drops defpair will ihed, 

** My mournful love bedew* 



rii 
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** ril go to her for ever dear, 

«* To catch her melting figh, 
"To wipe from her pale cheek the tear, 

« And at her feet to die." 

And as to her for ever dear 

The frantic mourner flew, 
To wipe from her pale cheek the tear. 

And breathe a laft adieu ; 

Appaird his troubled fancy fees 

Eltruda's anguiOi flow; 
And hears, in every pafling breeze, 

The plaintive found of woe. 

VoL.L G Mean- 
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Meanwhik the anidous maid} whofe tears 

In vain would Heaven implore i 
Of Albert's fate defpairing bears. 

But yet had beard no more. 

She faw her much-lov^d Edwin near, 

She faw, and deeply figh'dj 
Her cheek was bath'd in many a tear ; 

At length (he faintly cried^ 

** Unceafing grief this heart muft prove, 
" Its ^eareft ties are broke j— - 
^ «* Oh, fey, what ruthlefs arm, my love, 
^ Could aim the fatal ftroke ? 



« Could 
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<^ Could not thy hand, my Edwin* thine, 

«< Have warded off the blow? 
^* For oh, bb was not only mine, , 

« He was tby fiiAcr too !" 

No more the youth could pangs endure 

His lips could never tell > 
From -death he vainly hop*d a cure. 

As cold on earth he fell. 

She flew, (he gave h^ (brrows vent^ 

A thoutand tears :fhe pout'^d $ 
Her mournful voice, her moving plaint, 

The youth to life reftor'd. 

G 2 ** Why 
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** Why does thy bofoni throb with pain," 

She cried, ** my Edwin, fpeak ; 
" Or fure, unable to fuftaiii> 

-" This grief, my heart will break," 

" Yes, it will break" — ^he faltering cried, 

** For me will life refign— — 
" Then trembling know thy father died— - 

** And know the guilt tHi^as mine !" 

" It is enough," with fliort, quick breath, 

Exclaim'd the fainting maid ; 
She fpoke no more, but feem'd from death 

To look for inftant aid. 



In 



I 
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In plaintive accents, Edwin cries, 

" And have I murder'd thee ? 
" To other worlds thy fpirit flics, 

" And mine this ftroke fhall free.'* 

His hand the lifted weapon gtzfy^i^ 

The fteel he firmly preft : 
WTicn wildly (he arofe, and clafp'd 

Her lover to her breaift. 

** Methought,'' (he cried, with panting breath, 

«* My Edwin talk'd of peace 5 
<^ I knew 'twas only found in death, 

" And fcar'd that fed releafe. 

G 3 <* I clafp 
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** I clafp him ftill ! 'twas but a dream— 
** Help yon wide wQund to dofe, 

*^ From which a father*s fpirits ftreatii> 
^^ A father's life-blood Bows. 

^ But fee ! from thee he ArinkA, nor woukl 
. « Be Wafted by thy touch s— — 
** Ah, tho* my Edwin fpilt thy blood, 
*• Yet once he lovM thee ouuih, ; 

«• My father, yet in pity ftay!— 

*« I fee his white beard wave ; ' 

" A fpirit beckons him away, 

" And points to yonder graye. 



" Alas> 
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^ AlaS| my love, i trembKng bear 

** A father's laft adieu ^ 
^ I fee, I fee, the falling tear 

^* His wrinkled cheek bedew. 

<* He's gone, and here hia aihes fleep—* — 

'M do not heave a fi;^ 
^ His child a father dosa not wcep-^-^^ 

« For, ah, my brain is dry ! 

^< But come, togedier let us rove, 

<< At the pale hour of nighty 
** When the moon wand'rii^ thro* the grore, 

^« Shall pour her iainteft ligl^. 

G 4 « We'll 
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** We'll gather from the rofy bow'r 
« The faireft wreaths that bloom: 

•* We'll Cull, my love, each opening flower, 
*i To deck his hallow'd tOmb. 

«« We'll thither, from the diftant dale» 

<* A weeping willow bear; 
<< And plant a lily of the vale, 

" A drooping lily there. 

<< We'll (hun the fiice of glaring day, 

« Eternal filence keep ; 
« Thro' the dark wood together ftray, 

w And only live tp weep. 



c« But 
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" But hark, 'tis come-^-4he fetal time 

** When, Edwin, we muft part j 
" Some angel tells me 'tis a crime 

" To hold thee to^y heart. 

" My fether's fpirit hovers near— *^ 

" Alas, he comes to chide 5 
^ Is there no means, my Edwin dear, 

« The fltd deed to hide ? 

" Yet, Edwin, if th' oflFence be thine, 

" Too foon I can forgive ; 
" But, oh, the guilt would all be mine, 

^* Could I endure to live, 

G s « Fare* 
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^ Farewel, my love^ for» oh^. I faint^ 

« Of pale dcfpair I die j 
^^ And fee ! that hoary^ murd«r'4 faint 

^< Defcends from yon Wue 1ky% 

** Poorv weak old man ! he comes, mylove, 

" To lead to heav'n the way; 
** He knows not heaven will joylefs prove^ 

« If Edwin here muft ftay !"-— - 

« Oh, who can bear this pang !" he cry'd, 

Then to his bofom prcft 
The dying maid, who piteous figh'd, 

And funk to endlefs reft. 

I He 
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He law her eyes for ever clofe^ 

He heard her lateft figh. 
And yet no tear of anguifli flows 

From his diftra£led eye. 



He feds within his fhiv'ring veins 

A mortal chilhiefs rift ', 
Her pallid corfe he feebly ftrains«— — 

And on her bofom dies. 

No longer may their haplefs lot 
The mournful mufe engage ; 

She wipes away the tears, that blot 
The melancholy page. 



G6 . 



For 



132 EDWIN AND ELTRUDA. 

For Hcav'n, in love, diflblves the ties 

That chain the fpirit here; 
And diftant far for ever flies 

The bleffing held moft dear; 

To bid the fuff *ring foul afpire 

A higher blifs to prove ; 
To wake the pure, refinM defire, 

The hope that reils above 1 
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POETRY. 



"^T THILE envious crowds the fummk view, 
Where Danger with Ambition firays s 
Or far, with anxious ftep» pxirfue 
Pale Av'rice> thro' his winding ways i 

The 
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The felfifli paffions in their train, 
Whofe force the focial ties unbind, 
^ And chill the love ofhuman kind, 
And make fond Nature's beft emotions vain ; 



Oh Poefy ! oh nymph moft dear, 
To whom I early gave, my heart, 

Whofe voice is fweeteft to my ear 
Of aught in nature or in art ; 

Thou, who canft all my bre^ft controul. 
Come, and thy harp of various cadence bring, 

And long with melting mufic fwell thie ftring * 
That fuits the prefent tetnper of myifiwl. 



Oh! 



TO P O^ E T R Y. 137 

Oh ! ever gild my path of woe, 
And I die ills of life can bear; 

Let but thy lovely vifions glow. 
And chafe the forms of real care ; 

Oh ftill, when tempted, to repine 
At partial fortune's frown fevere. 

Wipe from my eyes the anxious tear, 
And whifper, that thy fbothing joys are mine ! 



When did my fancy ever frame 
A dream of joy by thee unbleft ? 

When firft my lips pronounc'd thy nanie, 
New pleafure warmM my infant breaft. 



I lov'd 
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I lov'd to form the jingling rhjrmey 
The meafurM founds, tho' rude, my ear could pleafe^ 

Could give the little pains of childhood eafe. 
And long have foothM the keener puns of timt. 



The idle Cfowd in feftiMTft tmOf 
^ Their trifiingconmieaVfertre^y^ 

Who talk fo much, yet talk in vain, 
How pleasM for thee, oh nymph, I fly! 

For thine is all the wealth of mind,^ 
Thine the unborrowed gems of thought^ 
^ The flafh of light, by fouls refinM, 
From hcav V$ empyreal fouKC exulting caught. 



And 
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And ah I when deftin'd to forego 
The focial hour with thofe I love. 

That charm which brig^tauis all below>. 
That joy all other joys above. 

And dearer to this breaft of mine. 
Oh Mufe I than aught thy magic power can givej 

Then on the gloom of lonely fadnefs ihine, 
And bid thy airy forms around me live. 



Thy page, oh Shakespeare ! let me view. 
Thine ! at who(e name my bofom glows ; 

Proud.that my ^arlieft breath I drew 
In that Weft ifle where Shakef|)eare rofe I— 



Whore 
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Wkere (hall mj dazzled glances r6ll ? 
Shall I purfue gay Ariel's flight. 

Or wander where thofe hags of night 
With deeds unnam'd .(hall freeze my trembling foul ? 

Plunge me, foul fifters ! in the gloom 
Ye wrap around yon blafted heath. 

To hear the harrowing rite I come, 
That calls the angry fhades from death ! — 

Away — my frighted bofom fpare ! 
Let true Cordelia pour her filial figh, 

Let Defdemona lift her pleading eye, 
And poor Ophelia fmg in wild defpair ! 

When 
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When thej)right noon of fummer fireams 
In one wide flaQi of laviih day, 

As foon ihall mortal count the beams, 
As tell the powers of Shakclpeare's lay j 

Oh Nature's Poet ! the untaught 
The Ample jnind thy tale purfues. 

And wonders by what art it views 
The perfedl image of each native thought. 



*In thofe ftill moments when the breaft, 
Expanded, leaves, its cares behind, 

Glows by fome higher thought poileft, 
And feels the energies of mind i 



Then, 
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Then, awfid Milton, raife the veil - 
That hides from human eye the heavenly throng ? 

Immortal fons of light ! I hear your fong, 
I hear your high-tun'd harps creation hail ! 



Well might creation claim your care. 
And well the firing of rapture move. 

When all was perfefl, good, and fair. 
When all was mufic, joy, and love f 

Ere Evil's inaufpicious birth 
Chang'd Nature's harmony to firife ; 

And wild Remorfe, abhorring h'fe, 
And deep AflBU£iion, fpread their ihade on earth. 



BIcft 
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BleftPorfy! oh Tent to calm 
The human pains which .all ttiuft fed ; 

Still flied on life thj precious balm. 
And every wound of jiature heal ! 

Is there a heart of human frame 
Along the burning track of torrid lights 

Or 'mid th« fearful wafte of polar night, 
That never glow'd at thy infpiring name ? 

Ye fouthcrn ifles, emerged fo late • 
Where the • pacific billow rolls, 

Witnefs, tho' rude your fimple ftate. 
How heaven-taught verfe can melt your fouls : 

• i* Tile ibng af the bards or mizrftnsls of Otabette was onpre- 
medltated, and accompanied with mofic. They were continually 
going aboDt from place to place} and they were .rewarded by the 
mnfter of th« houfe with fuch things as the one wanted, and the 
other coald fpare*">— ^Cook's Votagx, ; 

Say, 
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Say, when you hear the wandering bard, 
How thriird ye liftcnto his lay, 

By what kind arts ye court his ftay, 
All favagelife affords, his fare reward. 



So, when great Homer's chiefs prepare, 
A while from War's rude toils released. 

The pious hecatomb, and (bare 
The flowing bowl^ and genial feafl: j 

Some heav'nly minflrel fweeps the lyre. 
While all applaud the poet's native art. 

For him they heap the^ viands choiceft part. 
And copious goblets crown the mufes' fire. 



Ev'n 



TO P O E T R Y> 14$ 

Ev'n here^ in fcenes of pride and gain. 
Where faint each genuine feeling glows ; 

Here^ Nature afks, in want and paioi 
The dear ilkfions verfe beftows ; 

The poor, from hunger, and from cold| 
Spare one fmall coin, the ballad's price; 

Admire their poet's quaint device. 
And marvel much at all his rhymes unfold. 



Ye children, loft in forefts drear. 
Still o'er youf wrongs each bofom grieves, 

And long the red-breaft fhall be dear 
Who ftrew'd each little corpfc with leaves i 

Vol. I, H ^or 
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For you, my tarlieft tears wer^ Ihed, 
For you, the gaudy doll I pleas'd forfook. 

And heard, with hands uprais'd, and eager look. 
The cruel tale, and wifh'd ye were not dead ! 



And ftill on Scotia's northern (horey 
* At times,. between the rulhing Waft,'*. 

Recording mem'ry loves to pour- 
The mournful fong of ages paft ; 

Come, lonely bard ** of other years !" 
While dim the half*feen moon of varying fkies, 

While fad the wind along the grey mofs fighs. 
And give my peniiv^ heart ** the joy of tears !" 



The 



T O P O E T R Y. J47 

The various tropes that fplendour dart 
Around the modern poet*s line, 

Whercj borrowed from the fphere of art, 
Unnumber'd gay allufions Qiine, 

Have not a charm my breaft to pleafe 
Like the blue mift, the meteor's beam, 

The dark-brow'd rock, the mountain (Ireami 
And the light thiftle waving in the breeze. 



Wild Poefy, irt haunts fublime, 
*Delights her lofty note tapour ; 

She loves the banging rock to elimb, 
And heat the fwceping torrent roar : 



Hi The 
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The little fcene of cdtur'd grace 
But faintly her expanded bofom warms $ 

She ieeks the daring ftroke, the aweful charms. 
Which Nature's pencil throws on Nature's face* 



Oh Nature ! thou whofe works divine 
Such rapture in this breaft inlpire, 

As makes me dream one fpark is mine 
OfPoefy'sceleflialflrej 

When doom'd for London finoke to leave 
The kindling morn's unfoldipg view. 

Which ever wears fome afpeft new, 
And all the (hadowy forms of foothing eve ; 



Then, 



TO POETRY. 

Then, T»OMsaN, then be ever near, 
And paint whatever feafgn reigns ; 

Still let me fee the varying year, 
And worfliip Nature in thy ftrains ; 

Now, when the wintry tempefts roll. 
Unfold their dark and defblating form, 

Rufh in the favage madnefs of the ftorm, 
And fpread tteic horrors that exalt my fouU 



149 



And, Pope, the mufic of thy verft 
Shall winter's dreary gloom difpel> 

And fond remembrance oft rehearfe 
The moral fong (he knows fo well j 



Hj The 



iS<> 



AN ADDRESS 



The fportivc fylphs fhall flutter here, 
ThcrcJEloife, in anguifh pale, 

<« Kife with cold lips the facrcd veil, 
« And drop with every bead too foft a tear 5^ 



When difappointment*s fick'ning pain. 
With chilling fadnefs numbs my bre»&. 

That feels its deareft hope was vain. 
And bids its fruitlefs ftruggks reft ; 

-When thofe for whom I wife to live, 
With cold fufpicion wrong my aching heart ; 
- Or, doom'd from thofe for ever lov'd to parf. 
And feel a fliarper pang than death can give ; 



Then 



TO POETRY. IS! 

Then with the mournfal bard I go, 
Whom " melancholy manrk'd her own," 

While tolls the curfew, foletnn, flow, 
And wander amid' gravel unknown i 

With yon pale orb, lovM poet, come I 
While from thofe elms long fhadows fpready 

And where die lines of light are (bed, 
^ead the fond record of tbeiuftic tomb I 



Or let me o'er old Conway*s flood 
Hang on the frowning rock, and trace 

The chara<Slers, that wove in blood, 
Stamp'd the dire fate of Edward's race s 



H 4 Proud 
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Proud tyrai^ tear thj laurel'd plume ; 
How poor thy vain pretence to deathlefs iame ? 

The injiir'd mufc records thy lafting {hamCi, 
And (he has power to ^ ratify thy doom%''^ 



Nature, when firft fhe fmiting came^ 
To wake within the human breail 

The facred mufes hallow'd flame, 
And earth, with heav'n's rich ipirit bleft !: 

Nature in that auCpicious hour. 
With aweful mandate, bade die bard 

The regifter of glory guard,. 
And gave him o'er all mortal honours power.. 



Car\- 
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Can fame on painting's aid rely. 
Or lean on fculpture's trophy'd buft ? 

The faithlefs colours bloom to die, 
The crumbling pillar mocks its truft ; 

But thou, oh mufe, immortal maid ! 
Canft paint the godlike deeds that praife infpire, 

Or worth that lives but in the mind's defire, 
In tints that only Ihall with Nature fade ! 



Oh tell me, partial nymph ! what rite 
What incenfe fweet, what homage true. 

Draws from thy fount of pureft light 
The flame it lends a chofen few ? 



Hs Alas! 



154 AN ADDRESS, &c. 

Alas ! thefe lips can never frame 
The myftic vow that moves thy bread j 

Yet by thy joys my life is bleft. 
And my fond foul fhall confccrate thy name* 



rUPHELIA, 



fifpcflpdjp^fxijpd^ 



E U P H R L I A, 



A N 



ELEGY. 



^(OOJfO0$30{3Oji0C{3($3^{0Ojf0^ 
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E U F H E L I A, 



A 9 



EL EG T. 



A S roam'd a pilgrim o'er the mountain drear. 

On wbofe lone verge the foaming billows Foar, 
The wail of hopelefs forrow pierc'd his ear, 
■ And fweird at diftance on the founding ihore. 

The 



HbJ 4. 
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The mourner breathM her deep complaint to night. 
Her moan fhc mingled with the rapid Waft ; 

That bar'd her bofom in its wafting flight, 
And o'er the earth her fcatter'd trefles caft'! 

"Ye winds," fhe cried, " ftill heave the labVing 
« deep,- 

« The mountain (hake, the howling foreft rend y 
" Still dafli the fliiv'ring fragment from the flreep,- 

^' Nor for a wretch like me the ftorm fu(jpend« 

^ Ah, wherefore wifli the rifing ftorm to ^re ? 

** Ah, why imptofe the ntging winds to fave ? 
« What refuge can the In-eaft where lives Jcfpar 

«* Dcfire but death r what (helter but. the grave? 

cc To 
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<< To me congenial is the gloom of night, 
" The iaragc bowlings that infdl the air ;. 

'^ I onaj^ird can view the fetal light, 

" That fia(hes from the pointed lightning*s gfare- 

^ And yet erewhile, if night her fliadows threw 
^* 0*er the known woodlands of my native vale ; 

•* Fancy in vifions wild the landfcape drew, 

" And fweird with boding (bands the whifpVing 
« gale. 

^ But deep defpatr has arm'd my timid foul, 
** And agony has numb'd the throb of fear ; 

^ Taught a weak heart its terrors to controul, 
^ And more to court than fliun the danger neart 

3 «* Yet 
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^ Yet could I welcome the return of light, 

^ Its^lim'ring beam might guide myfearchingeye, 

«« The facred fpot might then emerge from night, 
^ On which a lover's bleeding relicks lie ? 

** For fure 'twas here, as late a (hepherd ftrajr*d 
" Bewilder'd, o'er the mountain's dreary bound, 

" Clofe to the pointed cliflF he. faw him laid^. 
'* Where heav'd the waters of the deep arouod. 

^ Alas, no longer could his heart endure 

5* The woes that heart was doom'd for me to 
<< prove : 

•* He fought for death— for death, the only cure 
<< That fate can give to vain and hopelefs .l^ve. 



A N E L E G Y. i6i 

^ M}^ fire, unjuft, while paifion fwell'd his breaff^, 
** From the lov'd Alfred his Euphclia tore i 

•* Mock'd the keen forrows that my foul oppreft, 
^< And bade me, vainly bade me love na more I 

^ He told nie, love was like yon troubled' deep, 
** Whofe reftlefs billows never know repofe ; 

** Are wildly dafli'd upon the rocky fteep, 

** And tremble to the lighteft breeze that blows I 

« From thefe rude ftorms remote, her gentle balnri^ 

** Dear to the fuff 'ring fpirit, peace applies'*^ 
Peace ! *tis th' oblivious lake's detefled calm, 
Whofe- dull>, flow waters never fall or rife. 

^ Ah, 
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<* Ah) what avails a parent's ftern command^ 
" The force of conqu'ring paffion to fubdue f 

<< And wherefore feek to rend, with cruel hand,^ 
*' The tici enchanted love fo fondly drew I 

** Yet I could fee mj Alfred's fix'd defpair^ 
^' And aw'd by filial fear conceal my woes ^ 

« My coward heart cou^d fepvation bear^ 
^ And check tbe ftruggUng angutih as it rofe I 

5' 'Twas guilt tbe barb'rous mandate to obey, 
^ Which bade no parting figh my bobta move, 

^ VidKm of duty's unrelenting fway, 
^^ I feem'd a traitor, while a flave ta love ! 

*<«^Let 
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** Let her, who feal'd a lover's fate, endure 
** The (harpeft preffure of defervM diftrcfs % 

** 'Tweie added perfidy to feek a cure, 
^^ And ftain^d with faUhood, wiih to fuller lefs« 

*< For wretches doom'd in other griefe to pine, 
<' Oft will benignant Hope her ray impart; 

«< And Pity oft, from her cdeftialfcrine, 
^^ Drop a warm tear upon the fainting heartt 

^^ But o'er the lafiing gloom of Love's de^r, 
^^ Can Hope's bright ray its cheering viflons (bed i 

*' Can Pity footh the woes that brcaft muft bear»^ 
" Which vainly loves, and vainly mourns the 
<* dead i 

No? 



1*4 ^ E U P H E L r a; 

** No ! lingering ftill, and ftill prolonged, the moan 
** Shall never paufe, till heaves my lateft breathy. 

" Till memory's diftradling pang is flown, 
^ And all my furrows fhall be hufb'd in deaths 

^ And death is pitying come, whofehand fball tear 
" From this aflii£led heart the fenfe of pain ; 

** My fainting limbs refufe their load to bear^: 
<* And life no longer will my form fiiftain* 

5* Yet once did Healthfs enlivening glow adorn^ 
« And Pleafure fhed forme her lovelieft ray, . 

<* Pure as the gentle ftar that gilds the morn, 
^ And conftant a& the equal light of day !' 

<* Now: 
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^* Now thofe loft pleafures trac'd by memory, fecm 
*' Like yon illufivc meteor's glancing light; 

** That o'fir the darknefs threw its inftant gleam, 
^ Then funk, and vanifli'd in the depth of night. 

** My native vale ! and thou delightful bower ! 

** Scenes to my hopelefs love for ever dear 5 
^ Sweet Jvale,for whom the morning wak'd her flowV, 

«* Gay bower, for whom the evening pour'd her tear. 

** I aflc no more to fee your beauties rife— • 

** Ye rocks and mountains, on whofe rugged brcaft 

** My Alfred, murder'd by Euphelia, lies, 
** Li your deep folitudes oh let me xeft \ 

*< And 



1*6 E U P HE L I A, 

^'And fure the dawning ray that lights the deep, 
« And flowly wanders^ o'er the purple wave, 

<< Will fhew me where his facred relics fleep, 
« Will lead his niourner to her deftin'd grave*'* 

O'er the high precipice unmov'd fhe bentj 
A fearful path the beams of morning fhew, 

The pilgrim rcach'd with toil the rude afcent, 
And faw her brooding o'er the deep below* , 

« Euphelia, ftay P* he cried, « thy Alfred calls^ 
« Oh ftay, my love ! in forrow yet more dear, 

« I come !"— In vain thefoothing accent fells, 
Alas, it reach'-d not her diftradled ear. 



«• Ah, 
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*^ Ah, what avails," flic faid^ " that morning rofe ? 

'' With friiitlefs pain I feek his mouldVing clay j 
*' Vain fearch ! to fill the mcafure of my woe?, 

'* The foaming furge has wafh'd his corfe away. 

** This cruel agony why longer bear ? 

" Death, death alone can all my papgs remove j 
^ Kind death will banid from my heart defpair, 

^* And when I live again— I live to love !"— • 

She faid, and glung'd into the awful deep — 
He faw her meet the fury of the wave j 

He frantic faw ! and darting to the fleep 

With defp*rate anguifli, fought her wat'ry grave. 

He 



i68 E U P H E L I A, 

He clafp'd her dying form, he fhar'd her fighs. 
He checked the billow ruflilng on her breaft ; 

She felt bis dear embrace — ^her clofing eyes 
Were fix'd on Alfred, and her death was bkft,< 



A t^YMKk 
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•¥ TTHI LB thee I feek, protefiing Power ! 

Be my vain wUhes ftill'd 3 
And may this confecrated hour 
. With better hopes be filPd, 



Thy love the powers of thought beftow*d, 

To thee my thoughts would foar 5 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flow'd— 

^hat mercy I adore* 

I 2 In 
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In each event of life^ how clear 

Thy ruling hand I fee j 
Each bleffing to my foul more dear, 

Becaufe confcrr'd by thee. 

In every joy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart fhall find delight in praife. 

Or feek relief in prayer. 

When gladnefs wings my favoured hour, 
Thy love my thoughts (hall fill : 

^efign'd, when ftorms of forrow lowcj;^ 
My foul ihall meet thy will. 



My 



HYMN. 173 



My lifted eye without a tear 
The lo wring ftorm fliall fee; 

My ftedfaft heart (hall know no fear - 
That heart will reft on Thee ! 



I 3 PARA- 
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SCRIPTURE. 
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The day is thinej the night alfo is thine \jhou haft 
prepared the Ugh{ and the fun* 

Thou hajifet all the borders of the earth \ thou hajl 
madefummer and winter. 

'- Psalm Ixxiv. 16, 17. 

"Ik ^ Y God ! all nature owns thy fway, 

Thou giv'ft the night, and thou the day ! 
When all thy lov'd creation wakes, 
When morning, rich in luftre, breaks, 
And bathes in dew the op'ning flower. 
To thee we owe her fragrant hour j 
And when fhe pours her choral fong, 
Her melodies to thee belong ! 

1 5 Or 
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Or when, in paler tints arrayM, 
The evening flowly fpreads her (hade ; 
That foothing fhade, that grateful gloom,, 
Can, more than day's enliv'ning bloom. 
Still every fond and vain defire. 
And calmer, purer, thoughts infpire j 
From earth the penfive fpirit free,. 
And lead the foftea'd heart to Thee, 

In every fcene thy hands have dreft,. 
In every fprm^y thee Jmpreft, 
Upon the mountain's awful head, 
Ot where the (helt'ring woods are fpread i. 
In evefy note that fweljs the gale. 
Or tuneful dream that cheers the vale. 
The cavern's depth, or echoing grove, 
A voice is heard of praife and love. 



I 
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As o'er thy work the feafons roll. 
And (both with change of blifs the foul, 
Oh never may their fmiling train 
Pafs o'er the human fcene in vain f 
But oft as on the charm we gaze. 
Attune the wond'ring foul to praife ; 
And be the joys that mod we prize, 
The joys that from .thy favour rife \ 



16 Can 
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Can a woman forget her fucking child^ that /he Jhould 
not have compajfion on the fon of her womb ? Tea^ 
they may fQrget^ yet iJuill I not forget thee. 

Isaiah xlix. 15. 

TT E A V E N fpeaks ! Oli Nature, liften and re^ 

joice ! 
Oh fpread from pole to pole this gracious voice ! 
** Say, every breaft of human frame, that proves 
** The boundlefs force with which a parent loves j 
*' Say, can a mother from her yearning heart 
" Bid tljc foft image of her child depart I 
^ She ! whom ftrong inftinik arms with ftrength to 

. « bca^ 
^\ All forms of ill, to fhield that deareft care ; 

** She! 
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** She ! who with anguifli ftung, with madnefs wilcT, 
" Will rufh on death to fave her threatenM child s 
«* All felfifli feelings banifh'd from her breaft, 
" Her life one aim to make another's bleft. - 
•* When her vexM infant to her bofom clings, 
** When round her neck his eager arms he flings j 
** Breathes to her lift'ning foul hi« melting figh, 
^^ And lifts, fufFus'd with tears, his aflcing eye ! 
** Will flie, for all ambition can attain, 
" The charms of pleafure, or the lures of gain, 
« Betray ftrong Nature's feelings, will flie prove 
** Cold to the claims of duty, and of love ? 
•* But ihould the mother from her yearning heart 
** Bid the foft image of her child depart ; 
** When the vex*d infant to her bofom clings, 
*^ When round her neck his eager arms he flings ; 

«^ Should 
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^ Should (he unpitying hear his melting. figb„ 
** And view immov'd the tear that fills his eye f 
'* Should (he, for all ambition can attain, ' 
" The charms of pleafure, or the lures of gain,. 
** Betray ftrong Nature's feelings— —fhould fhe 

** prove 
" Cold to the claims of duty, and of love I 
" Yet never will the God, whofe word gave birth 
** To yon illumined orbs, and this fair earth ; 
«* Who thro* the boundlefs depths of tracklefs fpacc 
^* Bade new-wak'd beauty (pread each perfefl grace; 
•* Yet when he form'd the vaft ftupendous whole, 
*^ Shed his bcft bounties on the human foul ; 
••Which reafon's light illumes^ which friendfhip 

" warms, 
^ Which pity foftcns, and which virtue charms; 

•« Which 
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** WRich feels the' pure afFedlions gen'rous glow^ 
" Shares others joy, and Weeds for others woe— 
" .Oh never will the gen'ral Father prove 
•* Of man forgetful, man the child of love !** 

When- all thofe planets in their ample fpheres 
Have wing'd their courfe, and roU'd their deftin'd 

years j 
When the vaft fun £hall veil his golden light • 
Deep in the gloom of everlafting night ; 
When wild, deftruftive flames fliall wrap the fkies,. 
When Chaos triumphs, and when Nature dies j 
Man fliall alone the wreck of worlds furvive, 
Midfl: falling fpheres, immortal man fliall live! 
The voice which bade the laft dread thunders roll. 
Shall whifper to the good, and cheer their fouL 

6 God' 
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God (hall himfelf his favour'd creature guide 
Where living waters pour their blifsful tide, 
Where the enlarg'd, exulting, wond'ring mind 
Shall foar, from weaknefs and from guilt refin'd ; 
Where perfecSl knowledge, bright with cloudlefs rays. 
Shall gild eternity's unmeafur'd days j 
Where friendfliip, unembitter'd by diftruft, 
Shall in immortal bands unite the juft V 
Devotion raisM to rapture breathe her drain) 
And Jove in his eternal triumph reign I 



Wbau 
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fFhatfoever ye would that men jhould do to yoUy do ye 
evenfo to them* 

Matt. vii. 12. 

X) R E C E P T» divine ! to earth in mercy given^ 

O facred rule of a£lion, worthy Heaven I 
Whofe {pitying love crdain*d the bleCi'd command 
To bind our nature in a firmer band ; 
Enforce each human fufF'rer*s ftrong appeal, 
And teach the felfifh breaft what others feel 1 
Wert thou the guide of life, mankind might know 
A foft exemption from the worfl: of woe ; 
No morc^the powerful would the weak opprefs. 
But tyrants learn the luxury to blefsi 

Na 
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No more wouM flav'ry bind a hopelefs train 
Of human vidims, in her galling chain; 
Mercy the hard, the cruel heart would move 
To foften misery by the deeds of love 5 
And Av'rice from his hoarded treafures give 
Unafk'd, the liberal boon, that Want might live ! 
The impious tongue of falfhood then would ccafe 
To blaft, with dark fuggeftions, Virtue's peace i 
No more would fpleen or pafTion baniih rci^i 
And plant a pang in fond AiFeAion's breall i 
By one harfh word, one altcrM loolq dcftroy 
Her peace, and wither every opening joy | , 
Scarce can her tongue the captious wrong explain^. 
The flight offence which gives fo deep a pain I 
Th' affeflcd eafe that flights her ftarting tear, ' 
The words whofe coldnefs kills from lips fo dear;— 

The 
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The hand (he loves, alone can point the dart, 
Whofe hidden fting could wound no other heart— 
Thefe, of all pains the fliarpeft we endure. 
The breaft which now infli£b, would fpring to 

cure*i— — 
No more deferted Genius, then, would fly 
To breathe in folitude his hopelefsTigh ; 
No more would Fortune's partial fmile debafc 
The fpirit, rich in intellefSlual grace ; 
Who views unmov'd, from fccnes where pleafures 

bloom, 
The flame of genius funk in misery's gloom ; 
The foul Heav'n formed to foar, by want depreft. 
Nor heeds the wrongs that pierce a kindred bread:. 

Thou 
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Thou righteous Law! whofe clear and ufeful light 
Sheds on the mind a ray divinely bright | 
Condeniing in one rule whate'er the (age 
Has proudly taught, in many a labourM page; 
Bid every heart thy hallowed voice revere, 
To jufticetacred, and to nature dear I 



( 
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